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Here's The Only FULL 10-POWER 
Telescope At This Price In America Today 

It's Precision Built! Makes Far Away Objects 
Stand Out Clear— Sharp — BIC AS LIFE! 

's the only full 10-POWER T"' 
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"Gambling," Nat Greene said to me, "has 
fascinated plenty of people. But, il thesa 
people were aware of the ODDS involved in 
w'nning or losing, they'd think twice before 
they put their money on the turn of a wheel, 
or the flick of a playing card." 

I settled back in my comfortable chair. I 
knew that the great detective was ready to tell 
a story, and I was more than anxious to be a 
good listener. The stories he told, were remini- 
scent of a fabulous era, completely gone, never 
to return, when he fought crime and criminals 
with a vengeance never equalled in the life of 
a private investigator. Now, in the evening of 
his life, he had picked me. Miles Marks, as a 
chronicler of his adventures, and much more 
important — his friend. 

"But Nat," I ventured, "most people who 
aamble are fully AWARE of the odds. At least 
they THINK so. And if they lose—" here I 
shrugged my shoulders — "they accept it with 
a peculiar type of reaction — as if winning and 
losing were the SAME thing." 

Nat smiled, and started to fill his favorite 
pipe. 

"That's true. Miles" he said. "Quite true. 
Gambling is a luxury. And the winner is just 
about as bad off as the loser in that respect. 
The money they gain through go ibling cer- 
tainly isn't money that represents value for 
services. It's only 'a handful of greenbacks 
flung at you by Lady Luck for YOUR particu- 
lar role in the play SHE is currently producing. 
But— J mean FURTHER than that . . . it brings 
to my mind a little episode that happened quite 
a number of years ago. It was one of the few 
dealings I had with gambling and gamblers 
. . . and I learned quite a bit. Would you care 
about it . . , ?" 

I smiled. Would a duck swim . . . ? 

"Of course. Nat," I answered. "Get on with 
it. I'm MORE than interested." 

"About fifteen years ago," began Nat, "I was 
sent a telegram. In it. was a handsome re- 
tainer fee, and instructions for me to call a 
certain Mr. Laurie at a certain hour one night. 
I phoned him. and he asked me to come to his 
home to discuss a little problem he had on his 
mind. I went. It was a beautiful house in the 
East Fifties, that bespoke elegance, class, and 
wealth. Mr. Laurie turned out to be a little 
intelligent man with a sensible outlook on life 
concerning his son. . . ." 

"His son . . . f" I echoed, "Surely you're 
not referring to Lamont Laurie, of the BILLION- 
AIRE Laurie family ... 7" 

"The very same," he nodded. "Of course, 
he was only a youngster then. As wild as 
they come. Plenty of money. Everything he 
wanted. He was sitting on top of the world — 



and it worried his father." 

"Why . . . ?" I asked. 

"Because," went on Nat, "the old man 
wanted this boy Lamot to inherit and control 
the destinies of the Laurie enterprises some 
day. And at the rate that this boy was going, 
with his GAMBLING. It would NEVER come to 
pass. Therefore, he engaged me to help 
straighten this distressing situation out" 

The great sleuth relit his pipe which had gone 
out, and poured two glasses oi his fine im- 
ported sherry, of which he was very fond. 

"Miles," he said. "I've always flattered my- 
self that I was able to get along with ANY type 
of human being — provided that they had intel- 
ligence, and were willing to co-operate in any 
endeavor that was designed for their own 
GOOD. I found Lamont Laurie to be a per- 
sonable young man who, instead of resenting 
the action of his father to curb htm from his 
wastrel ways, actually WELCOMED my pre- 
sence, and did his best to show ME where I 
was wrong — how do you like that . . . ?" 

"You mean," I asked, "that young Laurie was 
so sold on you, that he was going to make you 
ENJOY gambling with him as a pastime . , ■ ?" 

"Something like that," Nat nodded, "but it 
was far more significant than what appeared 
on the surface. These wealthy young men, 
when they're smart, they're REALLY smart, and 
I didn't even know how to begin in my dis- 
cussions with him of the follies of gambling, 

" 'Why, Mr. Green,' he'd Bay. 'What does 
it all amount to ... ? I'm having fun, and 
surely my father has enough money to have 
me do ANYTHING I please for the rest of my 
life without even making a dent in his bank- 
roll.; 

"Patiently I would tell him that it WASN'T 
the MONEY involved — it was the breaking 
down of his CHARACTER that his father was 
concerned with, because of his association with 
these gambling people who were PROFES- 
SIONALS— who use it as a source of income. 
THAT'S what I was trying to put across to him. 
The money meant nothing. The PRINCIPLE 
was the thing." 

"He laughed, long and loud. Then he said. 
'Tell you what, Mr. Greene — suppose you come 
with me tonight, and MEET the people whom I 
associate with in this so called HORRIBLE vice 
I'm. addicted to. Tonight. I'll take you to the 
MIDNIGHT CLUB, and you'll see for your- 
self " 

Nat paused to smile and shake his hand in 
that characteristic way of his. 

"Miles," he said. "I was astounded. . . ." 

"At the people because they were a fun- 
loving bunch of spendthrifts?" I asked. 

The detective shook his head, sadly. "No," 




he answered, "because they were being taken 
over by the smartest bunch of crooked gam- 
biers it was ever my luck to gel tangled up with. 
This Midnight Club specialized mostly in 
roulette, although they had every conceivable 
type of gambling equipment known going in 
full operation. The wheels were crooked. That 
I was positive of. But, how to prove it — how 
could I convince young Laurie that all this 
manufactured gaiety was nothing but the 
nucleus for a source of revenue for underworld 
activities . , . ?" 

"Laurie was convinced all right that these 
well meaning gambling operators were in this 
business to help wealthy young men pass 
away a few hours and get a kick out of it. He 
was also convinced that he had a 'system' 
for playing the roulette wheel. 

" 'Just double up," he would say, 'and KEEP 
doubling, until you make a hit. You can't lose, 
and when you win get ALL you lost on the 
previous spin. PLUS DOUBLE again . . . simple, 
isn't it . . . ?' 

" 'Lament,' I told him. 'There is NO system 
of gambling. Look — I'll give you an example. 
Supposing I take a box containing three white 
marbles and three black ones. There's a hole 
in the end of the box for the marbles to come 
out. I shake the box. Alright, out comes a 
white pill. Now — ' I continued, 'can you tell ME 
ol any SYSTEM in the world that will enable 
YOU to accurately guess whether the NEXT 
marble will be white or black . . . can you . . . ?* 

"He shook his head smiling. 'Of course not.' 
was his ready answer. 'That's LUCK. That's 
why I'm here. To take my chances for or 
against luck. I only use my so-called system. 
because I can afford it, and it's never failed 

" 'Has it ever occured to you,' I went on 
'that these machines might be FIXED, and that 
LUCK has NOTHING to do with you winning? 
Have you ever thought that the people in this 
establishment aro in it for the purpose of mak- 
ing easy money on people like you . , . ?' 

"His mouth hardened, and he said to me 
qrimly: 'If I ever found out such a thing, I think 
I'd tear this place apart. Fun is lun, but 
CROOKED fun— no— that's where the LAURIE 
in me comes out ... I' 

Nat relit his pipe. "Miles." he said, I had ' 



him. Because I KNEW that these roulette wheels 
were as crooked as a corkscrew. Fortunately, 
no one in the room recognized me as I saun- 
tered over to a gaming table with young 
Laurie at my side. 

"Watch . . ." was all I said. * 

I put down money, and received my chips. 
I placed them in the order required for a bet. 
and saw the keen eyes of the croupier look 
over the board before the wheel was spun. The 
wheel turned. But as it turned, I noticed the 
croupiers leg push down on something, ever so 
sublley, for he had long years of training at it 
The wheel slowed up, and finally stopped. I 
lost, and a big florid individual picked up the 
chips, and went to the cashier's window." 

"I walked away form the table with Laurie, 
and nudged him. 'Watch.' I said. 'On the 
next turn of the wheel, or the one after that. 
Notice the croupier's right foot. He keeps it on 
one spot. I'm willing to stake my entire repu- 
tation as a detective that THAT wheel is CON- 
TROLLED by some sort of mechanism that 
makes it stop where the croupier wants it to." 

" 'I'm watching,' said Laurie. 

Nat reached over, and poured two more 
glasses 'of sherry from his ornate decanter. 

"Lamont watched," he said, "and SAW . . . 
and what went on in that Midnight Club is now 
a matter of police history. Laurie nearly be- 
came world champion at slugging. He was a 
big fellow anyway. By the time the police got 
there, the whole gambling crew were stretched 
all over the place, and an angered Laurie was 
smashing up the gambling equipment. Of 
course," Nat added with a smile, "I must con- 
fess I helped him a little, too. ..." ' 

"Did it cure him of gambling . . . ?" I asked 
Nat. 

He nodded. "I'm quite sure it did," he an- 
swered. "Somehow he realized the folly of 
throwing his father's money away to a bunch 
of THIEVES, and the full realization of his 
wasted years seemed to dawn on him after his 
arrest and confinement in the city tail for a 
couple of nights, while I pulled wires to get him 
out. After all, he wasn't a BAD fellow — he 
was iust someone who DIDN'T know . . . and 
that's what his father hired me for." 

I started to light my pipe. 

"It's funny, Nat," I philosophized. "Today, 
Lamont Laurie is one of the biggest stock ma- 
nipulators on Wall Street. If THAT isn't 
gambling, I'd like to know what is." 

Nat tapped my knee. 

"My dear Miles." he said. "THAT is busi- 
ness. Whatever risks he takes now is dons 
legitimately. Maybe he has a GAMBLING in- 
stinct. But what of it ... 7 When we cross a 
street loaded with automobiles, what's OUR 
odds in getting to the other side. But gambling 
with money in an effort to outwith such a fickle 
thing as fortune is a foolish thing." 

I nodder. The more I analysed what tha 
great detective said, the more convinced I was 
that he was right 
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Piano Playing 

So Easy Itfs Really Amazing! 




Mr. Dave Minor, Who Is On The Radio 
From Coast-to-Coast, Guarantees He 
Will Teach You To Play The Piano 
By Ear Without Knowing One Music 
Note From Another, Or No Cost 



■ DAVE MINOR'S FAMOUS 
"PLAY BY EAR" PIANO 

■ SONG BOOK GIVEN FREE 



Mr. Dave Minor, the man who guarantees if you can hum, whistle, or 
sing a tune, and if you are willing to spend a few minutes a day for three 
weeks at the piano, he can teach you to play the piano by ear, entirely 
without music notes of any kind. It sounds too good to be true *•"* 
true. You can prove it for yourself, just by mailing the coupon. 

Special Introductory Offer 

Here is an outstanding offer to everyone who would ' 
like to play the piano. Mr. Minor has just completed a 
new "play by ear" piano course that is the easiest and 
quickest method you ever saw. It's so good and so prac- 
tical that if, in three weeks, you're not actually playing 
the piano, your money back. Now, isn't .that fair? So. 
don't wait. Mail the coupon now and get in on a special 
offer so wonderful it's amazing. 
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HOME 

INSTRUCTION 



SEND NO MONEY. . . Mail Coupon . . . Test at Our Risk 



Even if you never played the piano or don't kr 

from another, Dave Miniir's new improved "play by 

piano course muni ten el i you or you are not out a red ■ 

It contains all the pic I vn:n, ;ill liie easy-in-follow instruct 
It's as simple as ARC. '_'."> lessens iri all, l«»s than 6c a lesson! 
For over 25 years, Dave Miri'.r li;i; : Im.vu Levelling folks to play 
the piano. lie has thousands ul satisfied ;tudents, but never 



- MAIL THIS COUPON*- 

MR. OAVE MINOR, Studio I*** 
-2J0 East Ohio street, Chicago 11, III. 

Send your brnrid nw compete "Ploy B* Eur" Course 



before has he been able to offer you such a 
simplified method to play the piano by ear. You start playing 
chords at once, and soon you'll lif playing all kinds of songs: 
from Dave Minor's big free song hook, for your own pleasure: 
and for the entertainment of your family and friends. Mail 1 
the coupon, pay $1.49 plus C.O.D. postage on arrival om: 
guarantee you may return course in three weeks, if not! 
satisfied, for full refund. 

If you act promptly, now, Dave Minor will give you, absO-1 
lutely free of extra costs, this big 72-page book of 30 America's 
Favorite songs. There's not one note of music in this book„ 
but it leaches you to play lvalues, ballads, marches, patriotic 
and popular soiigs. All you do is follow the first few pages 
of the Piano Course and you can play any song from this 
DELUXE Song book. You get this Song Book free just by 
ordering the new and simplified "play by ear" piano course 
that is guaranteed to teach you to play the piano or money 
back. Mail coupon today. 

DAVE MINOR. STUDIO 124-P 

230 East Ohio, Chicago 11, III. 
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with this offer 




